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HE ſolemn ſhade of ev' ning clos'd around. 
The leaves, ſcarce wafted by the feeble wind, 


To Fancy (wrapt in bleſt delirium) ſound 


Like ſome ſweet converſe of celeſtial kind. | 


Mild Contemplation, with her matron mien, 
Shunning alike the glare of life and day, 


With ling' ring ſep enjoys her fav rite ſcene, 


And pauſes oft, its beauties to ſurvey, 


Still be it mine to rove in Fancy's dream, 
To tune the reed, and carrol Nature's lays; 
To trace the winding of the ruffled ſtream, 
Where the pale moon-beam on the ſurface plays: 


* | T's 


Why doſt thou fondly hope that pride may ceaſe ? 


E 
To ſteal, where, riſing o'er the topmoſt boughs 
Of lofty beech, the tow'r majeſtic ſtands; 
Where Death has marſhali'd, in uneven rows, 

The awful victims of his dread commands. 


Where, filent, mingling with its native earth, 
The form of faded beauty charms no more; 

Where wit is ſilent, where inactive worth 
Gives its laſt leſſon to the ſlaves of pow'r. 


Ab! why, my flutt'ring ſoul, from ſcenes like theſe, 
Where Fancy ſoars to realms of bliſs above, 

Where the wrapt mind the joys of heav'n may ſeize, 
Why doſt thou turn, to dwell on earthly love ? 


Ambition, wave the idol of its heart ? 
Ah, fooliſh voice of fond affection, peace! 

Nor urge diſdain to point a keener dart! 
There, where yon manſion riſes to the view, 

Pve ſeen her tread, with footſteps light, the lawn ; 
Health lent her blooming cheek its roſeate hue, 
| And. gave her breath the perfumes of the dawn. 
Like 


Lan 
Like youthful Spring, around her ſmiles ſhe threw, 
For ah! her preſence gave a ſmile to all; 
Myſelf, the humbleſt, ſought her favouring view; 
Nor ſhunn'd thoſe charms which might each heart 
enthrall. | 


But, when I told of love, of ſorrows paſt, 
And how diſdain would fink me to the tomb, 
Oh! ſhe was cold as Winter's ling'ring blaſt, 
That nips the flow'rets in their early bloom 


Fearful to part with pangs, though ſorely ſtung, 
Still Emma's dear-lov*d name wasEdmund's theme; 
Fancy by day upon her beauties hung, 
And graſp'd her ſhadow in the midnight dream. 


Imagination ſtamps not on the mind 

The ſoul's faint workings in the hour of night, 
Reaſon approves not, nor will memory bind 

In adamantine chains th' ideal fight. 


Ah, no ! the light-wing'd viſion flies afar, 
Leaving faint traces on the widow'd mind; 
Its date, the twinkling of the morning ſtar, 
Let, yet, more fleeting than the paſſing n 
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But what avails that thus my woes I tell! 

My ſong no pity gains from her I love ; 
In vain the notes of plaintive ſorrow ſwell, 
Hardi is the heart my verſe attempts to move. 


TH hang my harp upon ſome leafleſs tree, 
Where the rude wind that deſolates the heath, 
"Howling diſcordant notes of miſery, 

May BOP the Jarring ſtrings with boiſt*rous breath. 


ELEGY to a FRIEND. 


4 [B* not allur'd, my friend, by flatt'ring love; 

| | | Gay are its proſpects, and its colours bright; 
But, tempted in its mazy paths to rove, 

Sorrow and pain ſucceed to ſhort delight. 
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8 From dreams portentous, from diſorder'd reſt, 

pale from my couch I ſtart at morn's firſt ray; 


And gazing, filent, on the op'ning eaſt, 
” Weep midit the glories of the OT day. 
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„„ 
To every ſhrub, to every flow'r and tree, 
Day's orb, diffufive, lends its genial aid; 
But not to me Deny'd alone to me 
My yonth's gay bloſſoms wither in the ſnade 


Ye ſprings of ſorrow, from whoſe tainted ſource _ '* 
My trembling lips inhal'd the draught of woe, 


Can nought, alas! reſtrain your fatal courſe ? 25 


Theſe furrows ſmooth ? reſtore health's vivid glow: 75 


Say, can ye make that tyrant form leſs fair ? | 
Or bid her roſes this wan cheek adorn ?— 

No! I was mark'd the victim of deſpair ! 
She, to each bliſs, as to each charm, was born! 
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H me! how great the memory of love ! 
How oft athwart Imagination's eye, 
Ghoſts of departed, rapture wilt thou move, 
And heave to life the deeply-bury'd figh ! 
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How often picture to my aching ſenſe | 
The hour, when firſt my Emma's radiant charms 


Beam'd on my ſoul !—that hour though diſtant hence, 


Still wakens flumb'ring love with ſoft alarms. 


Though white the fleecy ſhow'r of falling ſnow, 


My Emma's boſom with that ſnow had vied ; 
Save where the azure veins, with richer glow, 
Mark'd the pure courſe of life's ſupporting tide. 


There fought a vagrant lock repoſe to find, 


Which with a rival hand away ſhe threw ; 
And, as her treſſes floated on the wind, 
The paſſing ſun-beams caught their golden hve, 


i Entranc'd, I gaz'd, till, by a Seraph's tone 


Of danger caution'd, I that danger found ; 
The calm indifference of my boſom gone, 
And every ſenſe in ſeas of trouble drown'd. 
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H me! with what ardour I chas'd the delufion, 
Where fancy midſt ſcenes of futurity rov'd, 
When the falter of language, the bluſh of confuſion, 
Betray'd the kind wiſhes of her whom I lov'd. 


At length I poſſeſs'd the vain fugitive hour 
So wiſh'd for, to end my purſuit and my care ; 
Smiles of favour ſecede to the ſtern frown of pow'r, 
She liſten'd, diſdain'd, and condemn'd to deſpair, 


Farewel the ſweethope that ſtill whiſperꝰd to-morrow, 
To-morrow ſhall filence theſe doubtings and fears; 
With the winds thou ſhalt mingle the breath of thy” 
| ſorrow, | 
And loſe, in the ſtream of oblivion, thy tears, 


Farewel the ſweet intereſt, enhancing our pleaſure, 
And ſoft'ning the cares we are deſtin'd to know ; 3 
Farewel, ye gay revels, ah, deat beyond meaſure ! 1 
Tho' nought ye have left, but remembrance and 
woe, 
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Unheeded the ſeaſons diſtribute their pow'r, 
A ſtranger to life, I exiſt but to mourn ! 
I feel not the biting of winter's ſharp hour, 
And yainly the beauties of nature return. 


„ 
TO A YOUNG LADY. 
Adviſing her not to ſeek Cure for Love in Diffipation: 
| HEN fate condemns her woes ſevere to prove; 


And, in the ſea of diſappointed love, 
Ride the tempeſtuous billow of deſpair, 
The ſcorn of pride, the ſneer which envy wears, 
Malignant ſcandal, peſt of ſocial joy, 
Theſe, and much more, the ſoul of virtue bears, 
But love deſpis'd the firmeſt can deſtroy. 
OT Yet 
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Hard is the taſk to brave the ſtorms of care; 


129 1 


vet ſure to worth like thine, to beauty's powr, 
No heart ſo hard that could inſenſate prove; 
Condemn thee, ruthleſs, in a fatal hour, 
To feel the thorns to loſe the ſweets of love? 


Say, canſt thou fear the youth may prove untrue ? 
Or can he with loſt freedom to regain? 

No, not the gold of Ophir or Peru 
Could tempt the happy ſlave to leave his chain. 


Myſelf the hated victim of the fair, 
Whom more than health, than life, I fondly Prizes 
Though loſt in grief, corroded by deſpair, W 
Tenacious ſtill, retain the ſacred ties. 


If any tempt thee from the rural plain, 
In diſſipation's round to ſeek a cure, 

To tread the ring, where folly leads her train, 
Ah! hear a voice that bids thee ſhun the lure. 


Nouriſh'd in glades, ſhall fond affection live, 
And bear the ſweeteſt fruit of bliſs below; 
But here, Ambition ſome falſe clue may give, 
That leads from virtue, and directs to woe. 


When 


[ 10 ] 
When 6e'r the hills the moru with genial breath 
Skims on light wings, temp'ring the ſun's. fierce 


beams, ; 
Lock'd in the fickly arms of mimic death, "i 
Faſhion's pale vot'ry waſtes in reſtleſs dreams. 


Eve, which ſhould gather round the chearful fire, 
The ſocial party link'd in friendſhip's band, = 
Draws the gay circle to ſome vain deſire, 
By Folly bred, and nurs'd by Faſhion's hand. 


No charms are here, that win the ſpotleſs heart, „ 
' Ko jocund ſpirit that can grief beguile 
But beauty blaſted by the hand of art, 
And ſappliant wit, that courts the villain's ſmile, 


Peace dwells not here, ev'n in the dead of night, 
When ſleep, with thee, the living world hath bound; 
Save where the ſereech-owl from the turret's height, 
Oft throws his melancholy bodings round. 


The ray of grandeur, from the midnight torch, 
Here pours along the ſcene its blazing light ; 
While the loud knocker, from the echoing porch, 
With rude vibration wakes the torpid night, 
9285 May | 


E 
May heav'n, that form'd thee of a gentler kind, 
Still with the hand of favour guard thy frame; 
For, ah! there lurks, in every paſſing wind, 
Some deadly foe to virtue or to fame ! 


Quit not the ſcene where thou art wont to dwell 

In peace, and thro? the neighb'ring woodlands rove, 
Liſt'ning to hear the lonely night-bird tell, 

In. nature's voice, the tale of abſent love. 


Quit not the ſcene, whereon thy gazing eye, 
Taſting new charms, may yet unſated rove,. 

Mark the bright op'ning in the diſtant ſky, 
And learn the leſſon of expectant love. 


x 1 1 
THE VISION. 


WAS morn. —Day's glorious orb aroſe to chafe- 
The pearly dew-drop from the gliſt'ning blade,, 
To ſcatter bluſhes o'er the glowing face 


Of grateful nature, veil'd in envious ſhade. 
| Beneath 


. 1 
Beneath yon willow, whoſe depending head, 
In all the ſeeming pomp of winning woe, 
Hangs o'er. the gurgling river's pebbly bed, 
Kiffing the lucid waters as they flow. 


There Reaſon's eye ſurvey'd the magic ſcene, 
And paus'd, and wonder'd at the beauties ſhewn ; 5 
Till, careleſs, ſtretch'd on the enamel'd green, | 

sleep's ſombre veil was o'er my ſenſes thrown, 


Soft-ſailing on a filver cloud appear'd, 
With looks benignant, and ſeducive wiles, 

The God of young delights f moſt lov'd, moſt fear'd ! 
So ſtern in anger, and ſo ſweet in ſmiles ! 


The laughing Graces lurking midſt his hair, 
The arch enchantments of his azure eye, 
The tender ſweetneſs of his ſoothing air, 

Lull'd my rapt ſoul in ſoft ſecurity, 


No! Emma, no !—Young Cupid was not blind! 
For, well he choſe the arrow that he threw ! 
Th' empoiſon'd ſhaft ſtill rankles in my mind! 
And Cupid is—as treacherous as you ! | 
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Nature ! *tis to thee I owe, 


That, e er I ſcarce had caft away 

Thoſe joys which bleſt my infant day, 
Thou didſt thy rareſt gift beſtow ; 
While mocking echo with my tranſports rung, 
While every thought was young, 
And opening reaſon marked thy ſcene 
If regular variety, 5 

hou, to a ſoul ſuſceptible, 
rembling with ſenſation keen, 
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And too, too, finely ſenſible, 
Gaveſt unaffected gaiety ! 
He comes ! he comes! in look a child! 
So ſweetly ſoft, ſo innocently mild] 
He comes! and I his coming hall ! 
All the art the urchin knew 
Was one arch ſmile, 
Which might the wary ſage beguile, 
And, robbing wiſdom of its ſombre veil, 
- Expoſe its naked poverty to view ! 
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II. 


So light he was, that he could ſkim 
On Zephyr's pinions o'er the breaſt of morn! 
So frolic, fo replete with whim, 
That Sorrow fled when he was born; 
And, as ſhe fled; ſhe curſt the day 
That reſcu'd millivns from her tyrant ſway. 
Through adverſe clouds, which oft misfortune 
brings, 
He darted ſwifter than the ray of light, 
And, laughing, ſhook his humid wings, 
That glitter'd to the fight, 
; The 
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The ſoul of inconſiſtency, 
And conſtant only to inconſtancy ! 
So fair his form, ſo ſweet his face, 
That, where he choſe to woo, 
Not long his ſuit he did purſue, 
For e'en the bluſhing maid would court the _ 4 
embrace 


III. 


Young, unſuſpicious, void of guile, | 
How then could I refiſt th* endearing ſmile, 
The proffer'd hand ? 5 
Sweet pledge of fellowſhip and friendſhip bland? 
Lur'd by his acts, his footſteps I purſu'd 
O'er fertile meads, | 
Where the pleaſed heifer feeds, 
O'er woods, lawns, craggy rocks, ſtupendous, 
rough, and rude ! 
Welcome where'er we came, 
Bearing a paſsport in his name; 
Receiv'd with ſmiles and courteous bend, 
And hoſpitable brow ; 
One ſmile from him ſuſpicion could remove 
Oft princely maid an heard his vow, 
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Oft cottage nymphs were proud to love, 
And youth to call him friend! 


IV. 


Full fixteen winters wand'ring wild, 


I bleſt the lovely meteor- joy, 


And thoughtleſs follow'd this ſcducive child, 
This frolic wanton boy. 

Now ſpringagainwith nature's nurſelings play'd, 
She dreſt them in their gayeſt beſt attire, 

Ahd bade them hail the ſun, their univerſal ſire. 
Once with my young companion I had ſtray'd 
With footſteps light, with ſoul elate, 

O'er many a diftant plain, 

Till ev'ning warn'd us home again, 

Ching with rats bluſh | our yagrant late, 


V. 


We mock'd the pretty prude, and fled 


To where yon mountain rears its head, | 
Beneath whoſe ſhaggy brow with hanging ivies 


crown'd, 


A fairy grot we found ; 
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Nature, in glowing beauties warm, 
Here laviſh'd each lInxuriatt charm ; 
"Till modeſt art teftrain'd her ſiſter · grace! 
O'er her fair form a decent robe ſhe threw, 
And half conceal'd from view 
The heavenly glories of her ſmiling face. 
Here the glow-worm ſheds a light, 
Dim-twinkling through the glooms'of night; s 
A tender beam! that ſerves to guide 
The weary traveller to the moſſy bed, 
With purpie violets ſpread ; 
Here, o'er the boſom of the roſe, 7 
A ſheltering veil the verdant myrtie throws; 
Both, Cupid's favorite flowers, both, Cupid's 
darling pride! | 
VI 
In his own blnſhes dreſt, 
Within, the traitor Love repos'd; 
At firſt ſome fears my ſoul poſſeſt, 
But ſoon his ſoothing voice thoſe fears compos'd; 
| And if, as poets ſay, the God is blind, 
It is not in the outward eye, 


But in the kcen perception of the mind! 
C | Fil 


MX 
In thoſe blue ſtars replete with liquid light, 
Myrizds of laughing miſchiefs lurking lie, 
Inſtilling poiſon through the orbs of ſight. 
Pleas'd, and unthinking, to my breaſt 
With rapturous joy the God I preſt; 
But ſoon my fatal truſt I learnt to rue ! 
An arrow from his bow ſwift flew, 
Wounding his new-made friend ! 
Soon, ſoon, the ſweet enchantment fades, 
The ſun of rapture ſinks in ſhades, 
The twin deceivers high aſcend ! 
Fhear them laughing in the diſtant ſky | 
With mad enthuſiaſtic revelry ! 
Curſing their wanton mirth, 
Dejected and forlorn, 
I fink to earth, 
An abje& hapleſs mark for taunting ſcorn, 


- ODE 
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o EMMA, 
On Valentin. Day. 


| 


ET, undiminiſhed to the eye, | 
The ſtar of morn ſhoots forth its ray, 
| As heedleſs of the coming day, 
That brightens in the tinted ſky ! 
Wave thy leaden ſceptre, Sleep 
Silence, thy till vigil keep, 
Leſt ſome rude ſprite a found ſhould move, 
And break the ſlumbers of my love; 
In times of yore, this hallow'd morn 
Heard the love of ev'ry ſwain, 
With equal love return'd again; 
Nor ſaw the brow deform'd by ſcorn, 
C 2 | II. Now 
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Now, when the firſt faint rays of light, 
Baniſh the flitting ſhades of night, 
When all is rapture ! all is love ! 
When from each tree the plumy throng 
With morn's gay minſtrel pour the ſong, 
May tender ſympathies thy boſom move! 
O Emma! let us join the vocal choir, 
And ſing the tranſports of a mutual fire. 
Nor wonder, maiden, whence I dare 
Thus covet all that's good and fair ; 
But aſk that eye which ever ſpeaks, 
That coral lip, thoſe vermeil cheeks ; 
Aſk, aſk thoſe locks of burniſh'd gold, 
That, like the rays of pure etherial fire, 
Play round an angel's face, and heavenly love inſpire ; 
Theſe may the cauſe unfold ! 
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ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF EMMA, 


Nov. 16, 1788, 


©, I 
5 LEST be the morn that gave thee birth, 
sweet anchor of my hopes on earth! | 
That gnawing vulture, — Care, | 
Flies from thoſe charms which none reſiſt Io 
þ And ſorrow, melting like the morning miſt, 
* Clear'd by Love's ſun, diſperſes into air! 
. When nature all to icy coldneſs yields, 
When not a flower adorns the fields, 
Yet is ſhe fairer than the ſpring ! 
Warm as the ſigh of love, where joys abide ! 
And tender as the nurſeling vines that cling 
For kind protection to the mountain's ſides 
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All hail, auſpicious morn f 
The ſong of joy prepare! 
Though in the ſeaſon of deſpair, 
My faireſt hope was born ! 


II. 


Fain would fond love aſſiſt my unſkilful hand, 
And through the flowery meads of Joy's domain, 
Urged by my gentle Emma's kind command, 
Folloéw fair Fahey, and her frolic train. 


| But, ah! the webs of doubt obſtruct my ſpeed, 
| Her foul entanglements my ſteps impede, 


Tue lovely viſion fades from ſight ! 
And winter ſpreads her thickeſt night! 


Yes, Nature, thou haft loſt thy borrow'd bloom! 


Forth from the North, to deſolate the field, 
Envelop'd in a threefold gloom, 
Comes the rude blaſt, whoſe peſtilential breath 
Announces vegetation's death! 
The bending flow'rets to the tempeſt yield; 
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The yellow leaf of autumn flies, | 
Sport for the wind, and is bebeld no more ! ' 
But I, the victim of thine eyes, 
Droop ere the ſpring of Life is o'er, 
Unleſs thy cheering ſmiles, my n my — 


4 reſtore ! 
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: oN THE BIRTH-DAY OF EMMA, 

Nov. :6, 1789. 

i I. 

: 


ET laurels ſhade the victor's brow, 
Let bays o'erhang the temples of the bard, 
I aſk no public marks of praiſe to know, 
| A ſmile from her Ilove is rich reward: 
"7 I 8 C4 Mine 
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Mine be the yearly taſk to ſing 
Of Beauty's opening charm, 
And ſtill the grateful tribute bring, 
When beauty can no longer warm. 
Calm, unimpell”d by paſſion's force 


When life's full tide ſhall gain a temperate 
courſe, 


Mine be the taſk, to plume anew 

Love's faded wing, while memory calls to view 
Beauties for ever flown ! | 
Enchantments long foregone | 

Thoſe murder'd Graces, victims of Time's rage! 


Les !—l will fan Love's ſpark, amidſt the froſts ofage, 


II. 


When mirthful innocence in ſportive play, 
Wanton'd midſt Emma's fmiles, and kiſs'd 
her brow, 
Such was the ſong of Hope; the cheering lay 
Spoke to the heart, and bade its pulſes glow. 
But baleful intereſt warpt the maiden's mind ; 
The hell-born fury wav'd the ſooty ond, 
And ſcattering tempeſts o'er the land, 
Hope's voice was loſt, midſt many a howling wind ! 
| 3 Curſt 


7] 


III. 


Curſt in purſuit ! while Difappomtment ftill 
Fills the vain graſp, yet Fancy leads aſtray ! 
And like ſome hind, who climbs the topmoſt hill, 
To catch the glories of the parting day; 
When Darkneſs draws her fable curtain round, 
Far from his quiet home, ſtretch'd on the ground, 
Convinc'd, alas! too late 
With tears he mourns his hapleſs fate! 
So, by Hope's chearing ray, I wander far; 
Deſerted reaſon calls me back in vain ! : 
Deſtin'd to follow ſtill Love's meteor glare! 
Deſtin'd for promis'd joy, to-claſp diſdain-! 


ODE 


j 
q 


E oper ERS 
o 
1 rt 


- [1 
'V 
J 
1 
4 
„ 
1 
1 i 
4 {+ | 
. 
| 1 
l 


1 

4 3 
1 
7 


* 


[i 
1 


423 


— 
: 


nent +: org 
OS 
- — << 
4 . 


— 
* 


L 20 1 


O D E 
ON EMMA'S BIRTH-DAY, 


Nov. 16, 1790. 
I. 


LOW gently, winds, let ſtern November's 
blaſt 
Back to its dreary cave return again; 
Releaſe the ſtream its icy hand made faſt, 
And check the chilling courſe of winter's 
reign, 
Zephyr, renew thy ſpring, 
The violet's odor bring, 
And from the primroſe bank on laden —_ 
| Bear off the ſcented dews of morn ; 
The roſe's hue to tint my Emma's lip 
Steal from its ſilken leaf, and deftly ſip 
The pearl that bends the gliſteuing thorn. 


'Ofer this fair ſun that boaſts her natal hour, 


May renovated {pring ſhed many a fragrant flow'r, 
II. While 


* 


TEES 


II, 


While ſmiling Innocence adorns her youth, I 
A youth, like May, in bluſhing beauties warm; 
Long-lhelter'd time! from thy deſtroying tooth, 
And boaſting long, each magic power to 
charm, 
Thoſe charms ſhall cauſe fond aghe 
To burſt their cell, thoſe hazle eyes, 
| Whence love with arch intention flies, 
1 Shall many a boſom with ſtrong paſſion heave ! 
| | On her the ſoldier, midſt the din of war, 
Shall think, and brave the battle's s deepeſt 
fcar ; 
The poet ſhall his gayeſt chaplet weave ! 
Bow, captive ſenſes !—Reaſon, quit thy throne ! — 
Unrival'd Emma reigns ! my heart is all her own. 
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ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF EMMA, 


Nov, 16, 1791. 


I, 


HEN raging winter, foſter'd in the North, 
With ſavage howlings quits his horrid den, 
His icy car by whirlwinds hurried forth 
To chaſe fair Flora from the haunts of men ; 
When darkening clouds ariſe, and diſtant rain 
With many a duſky columa ſtreaks the ſky, 
Then deſolation ſcuds acroſs the plain, | 
And, bowed to earth, autumnal flow'rets die. 
Ah! how unmeet ! the cheerleſs earth 
Beholds my beauteous Emma's birth, 
While ſtorms and tempeſts rage! 
As though the ſummer's pride, the roſe, 
In youthful bloom ſhould ſeek repoſe 
Upon the frozen breaſt of age. 
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This is her natal day! fly, ſwiftly fly, 
Sylphs, fairies, -zephyrs, wing ye through the ſky 3 
Perhaps ſome ihelter'd flower remains, 
And ſmiles upon the paſling gale 
Some woodbine, nurſed with foſtering pains, 
Some lily, boſom'd in the vale ! 
Haſte, haſte, and on each laden wing 
The honey'd treaſure bring! 
Then ſearch ſome diſtant clime, 
Where yet revolves the youthful ſpring, 
Or ſammer's healthy prime, 
From all that's paſſing ſweet, from all that's rare, 
With buſy fingers cull the fragrant ſpoil ; 
The Heliotrope, the rich Dioſma bear, 
And Beauty's ſmiles ſhall recompenſe your toil, 


III. 


And thou, ſweet maid, for whom I ſing, 
For whom reſounds th' obedient ſtring, 
That echoes through the plain, 
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Ten 
Ah ! hear me with thy wonted ſmile, 
And ſweetly all my woes beguile, 
Jor let me ſue in vain, 

Change not thoſe richer tints for pallid ſeorn, 

Blight not my hopes with blaſts of cold diſdain, - 

But, mild as airs that ſweep the dewy plain, 
King as the genial influence of the morn, 
The chilling miſt of dark deſpair remove, 
And meet with equal joy my fervent love. 
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ADDRESSED TO MTSS Ross, 


— 


On her performance of Louiſa in the Deſerter of Naples, 8 i 


WIE merit claims the voice of public praiſe, 
Prone to admire, ſhould ſeek its modeſt ears i 
There pour the grateful meed, and haply raile n 
f To favor's ſun what genius loved to rear. 
Accept, ſweet votreſs of the mimic art, 
The verſe, which pays to worth the tribute a. 
That worth, which holds its ſtation in the heart, | 
While fancy gives it to the public view. 
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With what delight I ſaw thee coldly meet 
A ſatyr's arts, thy gentle ſoul to move ; 
Saw thee with juſt contempt, beneath thy feet 
Spurn the gay flow'r that told a hated love, 
On Love's impatient wing I ſaw thee fly, 
When from afar he trod the mountain's height; 
With thee my Toul, dejected, heav'd a ſigh, 
When Ruſſet harſhly check'd thy generous flight. 
I follow'd ſtill through all the racking ſcene, 
Where ſcorn, with brow contracted, meets thy tears; 
While, leaning on his ſhoulder, ſmiles ſerene, 
Thy Henry's ſmiles, diſpel prophetic fears, 
I ſaw thee next ſubdue the ſtately pride 
Of regal pomp, and change its harſh command; 


While grateful love threw rigid form aſide, 


And kiſs'd and preſs'd with joy the royal hand, 
Haſte, haſte, Louiſa, ſet thy lover free, 

The iron band of flaviſh fetters break! 
Ill-fated maid ! alas, it will not be ! 

The ſoul, convuls'd, forbids the tongue to ſpeak. 
When, o'er thy fimply-ſweet though pallid face, 

Life loſt awhile its animating power ; 
It ſeem'd as death had ſtolen an embrace, | 
His ſcythe ſuſpending o'er ſo fair a flower, | © | 

And 


1 


And now reviving nature once again 
Beams in thine eye, and reeollective force 
Darts o'er thy mind with mingled joy and pain, 
Tracing the ſtrong emotion to irs ſoumce. 
Ah ! where's the mandate? quick — thy lover dies? 
Loſt! loſt ! thy *wilder*d looks proclam: the woe, 
The mighty woe ! hath fix'd thoſe bexuteous eyes! 
Hark! the drum beats that leads him to the blow! 
?Tis found; and joy the wings of light'nivg gave, 
Haſt'ning thy nimble ſtep t'avert his doom, 
Haſt'ning thy nimble ſtep thy love to ſave, 
To ſhield a warrior from th' ignoble tomb. 
Thus far I trace thee, and deſcription*s pow'r 
Tells, faintly tells, the feelings of my ſoul, 
When loſt, but to the drama of the hour, 
Succefhve conflicts in my boſom roll. 
My pulſe impetuous, and my ſhorten'd breath, 
My ſtruggling fighs that ſcarce a paſſage gain, 
Seem to announce that temporary death, 
Which yields a reſpite to the boſom pain. 
In pity wake me from this cruel dream, 
Chaſe the deluſive pow*r that veils my miad; 
*Ere yet I feel that agonizing ſcream, | 
And ſee the parden floating on the wind. . 
- O ͤmay'ſt 
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O 1 thou never ſhed misfortune! 7 toar, 
For thou haſt virtues that are all thine own 
Virtnes that grace thine every action here, | 
And plead thy cauſe before a nobler throng, 
Still, ſtill, thy mimic worth ſhall veteran -Plaudits 
claim, 


y * 


And ſtill ſhall youth, delighted, gentler wiſhes frame. 


To Miſs S——Y, 


On returning the Juvenilia of Withers. 


X. 


THANK thee for the ſimple lay, 
Upon my memory fixt, | 
Which can ſuch wholeſome truths convey, 


With ſo much ſweetneſs mixt ; 
The 
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That can rebuke with caſe ! - 100 


1 


The fling of cenſure pleaſantneſs can bite 


And, as it ſpaces our. pride, 
It cannot fail to pleaſe p* 54 4 
Fer thofe moſt wron g 


n 


Will love the ſong, © d % „ by 


II. | A 2 


And ſhould I ever be in love, 

As much I hope to be! 

His verſe my miſtreſs? faith fhall prove, 
How true ſhe loveth me; 

I will not truſt the wanton laughing eye 
Of heedleſs revelry, 

Nor all the tricks of art; 

Bu: tears that flow 

Perforce: for woe, 

When forrow melts the heart. 


III. 
The. ſmile benign when virtue gains 
A triumph over vice; 


2 
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Heart, like her boſom, free from lains, 


An earthly paradiſe ! 
y 6 D 2 


| Though 
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Though ſhe herſelf can never, never, ſlide, 
Too gentle others to deride; * 
With alabaſter band, 

Not firetch'd in ſhow, 

But to beſtow 

A bleſſing through the land. 


IV. 


Not to coquet with other men, 

But truly cheriſh one ; 

My paſſion to retura again, 

And ſmile on me alone ; | 

Though unreſerved in diſcourſe, and fred, 
Her lip reſerv'd for me; 

So ſhall I pleaſure prove, 

And find a mate 

To mine eſtate, 

Fu!l worthy of my love. 
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To Miſs E 


O ſhelter each other from languor and woe, 
O come, let us haſten, my love! 
In ſolitude, courting felicity, prove 
How poor tlie enjoyments the world can beſtow. 
Let baffled Ambition its ſplendours diſplay, 
And the wealth that attends on the great; 
The cravings of Avarice, what can allay? 

And Ambition, what honours can fate ? 

Such pageants are ſcorn'd by the goed and the wile, 

Theſe the winds of adverſity blaſt; * 
The fountain of virtue new rapture ſupplies, 

And delighted we dwell un the paſt, | 
Whileculling the ſweets of the meadows, I weave. 

The gay chaplet thy temples to grace, 

May ſmiles of Contentment, from morning till eve, 
Irradiate that beautiful face. 
The lily more pale as it bends from the view, 

Still ſhall droop to thy hand, my ſweet maid ; 
And, match'd with thy bluſhes, gay Flora's beſt hue - 
In the 5 of thy lor er ſhall fade, | 
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More fair than the lily, more ſweet than the roſe, 
O thou whom I ardently love, 
O'er heath, mead, and woodlands, we'll rove, 
In bliſsful retirement enjoying repoſe. 
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| ISTRESS of Spring's bright ſcene, 

Half clos'd and ſmiling on the eye of day, 
Or waving mid the air ſerene, 

Or op*ning to the foſtꝰring ray, 

Diſpenſe around thy odours ſweet, 

Expand thy blooming leaf, 

Regale the ſenſe with choiceſt treat 

And on the Zephyr's wings, 

Ere while thy praiſe the poet ſiuge, 


1 


Do thou thy influence lend of nature's bloom the chief. 


To 


—— — 
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To the LADIES. 


— 


Es, ye are taught deceit by nature, 


And man is mark'd your deſtin'd prey. 


Seduction lurks in every feature, 

And ſmiles illumine to betray ! 
The tender bloom which paints the cheek, 

The lucid luſtre of the eye, 
Are covert miſchiefs which we ſeek, 

Though well we know we ſeek — to die ! 
Still, pitileſs, ye ſcatter round 
1 beauty's form, affection's bane? 
Inſtilling poiſon in the wound, 

Giving for promis'd love —diſdain! 


THE FAREWE Le = 


WEET girl, adieu !—the Heavenly Pow'r, 
Who form'd thee good as thou art fairy 
Still guard thee 1 in the paſſing. hour, 


Still watch thee with thy lover's care. 
54 
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- To taſte with thee the ſtulen lite 
Which feign'd reluctance made more ſweet z 
To feel confeſſion's rapturous bliſs, 
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When tell-tale eyes in ſilence meet, 
Alas! no more mult glad my heart! 
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No more muſt ſwell each beating vein ! 
My joys are fled ! for ah ! we part 
Abſence begins his frozen reign. 

In vain, my love, would Prudence ſwell 
His giant form, when thou wert near 
With thee my Emma's bliſs muſt dwell, 
Aad caution flies with coward fear. 
Now, when divided far by ſpace, 

May Love ſtill whiſper ſoft my name ! 
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May Love my boſom's heavings trace 
May memory fan the grateful flame! 
Upon thine ear ſtill dwell my ſigh! 

And ſtill, as recolle ction turns, 

To one, whoſe paſſion faithful burns, 
May pity's tear-drop ſwell thine eye 


TS 
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TO EMMA. 

LL is forgotten, Emma, when I ſee 
A Thoſe ſov'reign charms ! 
Heaven, life, and fortune, all annex d to thee : 

My paradiſe thine arms ! 
My life thy ſmile ! 

For, ſhould'{ thou prove untrue, 

Who did'ſt fo ſweet beguile, 

The change to death my heart would rue, 
Poſſeſſing thee—give fortune to the wind ? 
Its frowns are placid all, if thou art kind, 
Thou art to me each precious treafure won; 

| Heaven | Life! and Fortune! all in one. 


TO EMMA, 


He many fighs, how many fraitleſs tears,. 
Perfidious Emma, has your coldneſs cuſt ! 
Are then too true my ſadly-boding fears ? 

Of broken vows is the remembrance loſt ? 
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The choſen ſwain, I doubt not, flatters well; 
But truſt him not! another ſhares your ſway ! 
Love's mother, here,. would find ng place to dwell ; 
And I, thy ſubject, live but to obey ! 
The broken vow, the hot tear's' briny: trace, 
Blights not that bloom, nor damps that ſparkling 
eye ; 
Come truant, come, reſume yourrightful place 
Love finds excuſe for crimes of deeper dye. 


x TO MYR Ao 


JF. OVELY, and youthful, like thyſelf, 
Miranda rival beauties ſhine, 
More to perplex, the mimic elf 
Has forg'd Love's fetters, juſt like thine ! 
Alike each maid enflames my heart, 
From each, ſweet poiſon I receive ; 
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I can't diſtinguiſh either's dart, | 
Whom moſt I loyè, or who deceive ! 


TS 
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TO A COURTEZAN, 


NE thing is wanting to complete thy face, 
Where blended, roſe and lily vie; | 
One matchleſs, ſweet, enchanting grace! a 
What is it ?—tell me! - Modeſt xy. 


IN A WOOD, 


EEK Peace here holds her ſilent reign, 
Along theſe paths ſhe loves to rove ; 


Where nought is heard but the ſweet ftrainz. 
The feathery ſongſters pour to love. 5 
3weet partners of the Sylvan ſcene, 
Ye have not half my love, I ween ! 
Not all that makes the foreſt ring; 
And if ye ſwell your little throats, 
n With all your ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, notes, 
My love is greater far than ye can ſing, 
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In return for a preſent ofa ROSE-BUD. 


5 N the luxuriant red that glows 

1 On the ſoft boſom of the roſe, 

Imagination's power may view | 

. Thy lip of lively vermil hue ; 
The fragrance which, exhaling thence, 
Strikes deep upon the raviſh'd ſenſe, 
To memory brings the rapturoas bliſs 
Thou gav'ſt me in th' impaſſion'd kiis, 


Written in a POCKET. BOO R. 


| HOU filent friend, in whoſe pure breaſt was | 
| ſtor' d | 
Each ſecret wiſh, each ſweetly- anxious pain; 
Blot ſrom thy page the maiden's once ador'd, 
And let my Silvia's name alone remain. 
4 ü 
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Be thou the truſty witneſs of my love, 
Let every leaf confirm my juſt decree ; 
Then, whereſoe'er my longing eyes ſhall rove, 
Their deareſt rapture may be foundin thee. 
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On Miss DAY. 


O art alone, my ſoul refus'd her choice, 
In vain untutor'd natur elaim'd my voice; 
But grace and beauty, both combin'd, 
Surpris'd and fixt my wavering mind; = 
No longer dubious where to pay 
My vows !—T hail the ng Day. 
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ACROSTIC o Mis 


H! aa too oft hath Love uſurpt the lyre, 

N or once the lay to ſacred friendſhip giv ; 
N ow ſtrike the chord ! now fing the hallow'd fire, 
A nd praiſe the deareſt bliſs beſtow'd by heav'n. 


B almy ſoother of our care, 
A nxious every joy to prove, 
L ending woe an aſpect fair, 
D ear tovirtue, dear to love ; 
W iſdom hails thee for her own, 
I ncenſe burns before thy throne, 
N or aks a bliſs but ſprings from thee alone. 


£3 


AN: EXTEMPORE 
On the Death of Mr, Howanp. 


15111 


HE hand which .op'd the priſon's mally grate, 
Which freedom to the woe - worn captive gave, 


Now moulders into duſt! relentleſs Fate 


Ne er ſtruek ſo rich a victim to the grave. 
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** et, en unnerw'd his hand, though clos'd his eye, 


His ſoul ſuperior, ſeeks its kindred ſky, 
Where angels give the crown his virtues claim 
While the fond muſe records his deathleſs name. 


Af 


SERENADE... 


Tr lock'd in ſoft and ſweet repoſe, © 
(The balm which heaven aſſigns to woe, } 
Thy ſoul ideal pleaſure knows, 
And gentle paſſions calmly glow, 
Still, till entranc'd in ſlumber lie, 
Till mora invades the eaſtern ſky, 


But if contending paſſions tear | 

That boſom; form'd for loves alone; FT 

If haggard Grief, and- wild Deſpair, 
Torment thee with fictitious moan; 

O quit the ſcene of miſery, 

And wake, dear maid, to love and me. 
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SK why a bluſh o'erſpreads the roſe, 
Its velvet leaves in crimſon dyed ; 

Why, round, the buſy-zephyr blows, 

And waves the flower in ſtately pride: 


Aft why the lilies, drooping, ſhed 

The dew-drop from each pallid leaf; 
Why each reclines its beauteous head, 

As weigh'd to earth with bitter grief: 


Emma vouchſaf'd the roſe a kiſs ! 

The modeſt lily ſhe diſdain'd ! 

Who would not weep ſuch joy to miſs ? 
Who would not bluſh, ſuch joy obtain'd 2 
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THE FRIENDS, 
10 


THEIR OPPOSITE NEIGHBOURS. 


\ H ! forbear, in mercy, ladies ! 


*Tis enough we own your ſway ; 
Neither ſuch a hectoring blade is 
Longer on the field to ſtay, 


Mark'd by elegance and faſhion, 
Not to love were to be blind ; 

Soon, too ſoon, the ſubtle paſſion 
Chains an inexperienced mind, 


With ſuch dext'rous art you wheedle, 
Half-averted looks and ſmiles, 
Hearts enſnaring with your needle, 


Muſic, romping, and ſuch wiles. 
E Now, 
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Now, while mirth and harmleſs ſtory 


Stay the lagging foot of time, 
We, your ſlaves, who much adore ye, 
Tell our loves in doggrel rhyme. 


Ladies hear, in pity, hear us! 
Spare the anguiſh of each heart ! 
Yield to love, you need not fear us, 
Few ſo young are vers'd in art. 


TO THE NIGHTINGALE, 


EASE not, ſweet bird, nor fear the tread 
That ſeeks thy favourite tree ; 


My foul to ſolitude I wed, 


And mingle woes with thee, 


This 


L * J 
This aweful gloom, theſe ſombre ſhades, 
Chaſe Folly far away, 
And ſcarce the breath of Eve invades 
Thy melancholy lay, 


Like thee, I mourn a faithleſs mate! 
Thy boſom courts the thorn ! 

Mine, tun'd to woe by Emma's hate, 
Knows but to wail her ſcorn ! 


Swell then, ſweet bird, thy plaintive throat, 
For me her pity move; 
For, ah ! thy ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, note, 
Is taught by luckleſs love! 
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N vain my widow'd heart may ſeek 
Love's faithful paſſion to renew; 
Health glows no more upon my cheek, 
Or Joy, diſperſing Sorrow's dew, 


And if awhile, by art upheld, 
Again my ſoul's ſweet Peace returns, 
In dreams, with early paſſion ſwell'd, 
For ſhadowy bliſs my boſom burns. 


Pleas'd with the mimic joys of night, 
Again I heave the tender ſigh ; 
**Shrink from the glare of coming light, 

And greet with tears the morn's mild eye. 


SONG, 
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i F while I trace the thought, that from hereye 
In beauty beams, I breathe with anxious pain, 

g If this be love! 'tis now I heave Love's ſigh, 

And feel the mad'ning flame in every vein ! 


If Hope I court, how quickly ſhe retreats ! 
How ſoon envelop'd in the clouds of Care! 

While Love, in haſte, collects his ſcatter'd ſweets, 
And points, with Miſchief's ſmile, to wan Deſpair, 


x 
. 
5 
-&] 
Fx 
2 
E, 
25 
25 
bo 
LY 
2 * 
9 
* 
* 


Go, hide thy roſes, urehin I can live 

Without thy ſmiles—nor do I heed thy ſcorn 
A nobler crown the God of Wit can give! 
The God of Love with roſes blends the thorn. 
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TO EMMA, 
On returning a Lock of Hair, 


"TAKE back the gift which once I priz'd, 
| And felt a pleaſure in poſſeſſing; 

But, like its miſtreſs, now, deſpis'd, 

Is more, much more, a curſe than bleſſing. 


Such is our frame, our nature ſuch, 
A few ſhort hours of life are o'er, 
And that, which I admir'd ſo much, 
Can now delight the ſenſe no more! 


Yet on my love no blame can reſt, 

I thought her good! I knew her fair! 
And warm'd a viper in my breaſt, 
That with a ſting repaid my care ! 
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THE RESOLVE. 


AY, ſhall J heave the ſigh of pain, 
And drop the filent tear in vain! 

Say, ſhall IT ſeek the gloomy grove, 
And murmur to the winds my love ! 
Or ſhall I, ſtretch'd upon the earth, 
Curſing the hour that gave me birth, 
Rail at thoſe ſtars whoſe trembling light 
Prefided o'er that baleful night ! — 
Ah, no! let Scorn her Scorn repay 
Who tun'd to grief my fruitleſs lay, 
Who bade me waſte my youth in tears, 
Who nipt the promiſe of my years! 
Vain girl! thy petty triumph's paſt! 
Suck fetters were not forg'd to laſt ! 


Unbind this willow from my brow ! 
Let jolly Bacchus hear my vow ! 
The bluſhing roſe, the mantling vine, 


Shall round my jocund temples twine; 
E 4 


All 
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All ſhall be mirth and jollity, 

With feaſting, drinking, revelry. 

No more T'll tell the waves and wind, 
That Chloe's faithleſs or unkind, 

No more I curſe, amidſt my tears, 
The birth-night ſpangles of the ſpheres, 
And harmleſs harbinger of day ; 

For I was more in fault than they ! 
Thus rouſing from my dream ſupine, 
I graſp the goblet charg'd with wine ; 
Wine is the Lethe of the brain, 

The foil upon the edge of pain ! 


Hark! —Cupid whiſpers, —Daphne ſighs 


For that, which Chloe's pride denies ; 
To her alone be thou inclin'd, 

Who bears to thee a willing mind, 
Can the fierceluſtre of an eye, 
Sparkling with anger, cauſe that figh ? 
Or can an arch'd and poliſh'd brow, 
Frowning with hate, occafion woe? 

No ! be the nymph as kind as fair, 
Or, truſt me, ſhe's not worth a care. 


To 
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To Miss 8 Yo 


ONDERS ariſe on ev'ry ſide, 
Florella's locks are grey, 
Let none, ſweet maid, the chance deride, 
Since, whereſoe'er we ſtray, 


Still Nature, ſporting, meets the eye, 
In varied forms aſſails! 

And Alpine ſnows are ſeen on high, 
When ſpring laughs in the vales. 


Unblighted by the breath of time, 
That auburn ringlet fades ; 

For, midſt thy ſummer's roſeate prime, 
A random blaſt pervades. 
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Spoken by a young Lady after the performance of 
Matilda. | 


Without] T Plead your cauſe, my friends! nay, now, I 
truſt | 

You will excuſe — | advancing | Well, if I muſt, Imuſt ! 

Since then for me the taſk is thought expedient, 

Ladies, I'm yours, —Sirs, I'm your moſt obedient ! 

Trembling, behind, my fellow-actors wait 

To hear me plead, and you decide our fate ; 

Small hopes their council gave, I can aſſure ye, 

Yet ſtill to you we look, —our judge and Jury ; 

Not on our merits reſt a falling cauſe, 


But on your mercy lean, to gain applauſe, 


Yet, ere I ope my brief, pray look about; 
If here a critic lurks, do turn him out; 
Theſe are the marks by which you'll ſurely find. 


The horrid monſter ;—firſt, he's almoſt blind, 
4 Or, 
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Or, if he yet retains a jaundic'd eye, 
It ſcowls on merit! can you find him? try. 
Yet ſtop, perhaps a ftratagem were beft ; 
Smile on him, ladies, wake his torpid breaſt, - 
Catch the queer thing, that, held in Paſſion's net, 
Admiring beauties, he may faults forget. 
What, though our author gives no bloody fight, 
And kindly ſtops the murders of to-night, 
Yet do we feel the terrors we have play'd, 
And Morcar ftarts—Oh ! be it at a ſhade ! 
Your frowns will cauſe our trembling hearts to bleed, 


Your cenſure make—a tragedy indeed! 
Your verdict then ; have we done well or ill ? 
Fail'd we in power, or in dramatic ſkill ? 
One, only one, requeſt ſhall cloſe our cauſe, 
If ill, give mercy,—and, if well, —applauſe... 
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I. 


Co fled is the joy I fo priz'd, 
kJ And nought but love's torments remain; 
All beauty but thine I deſpis'd, 
And rejected all love with diſdain, 

Yet thou, cruel maid, couldſt betray, 

Thy boaſted affection how weak; 

Thoſe vows to another could'ſt pay, 

While my kiſs was yet warm on thy cheek, 


So gaily the bloſſoms of love, 
Will flouriſh in youth's early morn z 
An hour may its beauties remove, 
While ages but nourich the thorn. 


II, When 


II. 


c When the river hall ceaſe, from its ſource, 
4 To ſupply the ſweet ſtream on our plain, 
& My love ſhall relax in its force, 

« And my cruelty, ſhepherd, give pain; 
Ah! Sylvia, the tale I believ'd; 

The river continues to flow, 
But thou my fond heart haſt deceiv'd, 

And laden my boſom with woe. 


So gaily the bloſſoms of love, 
Will flouriſh in youth's early morn ; 
An hour may its beauties remove, 
While ages but nouriſh the thorn. 
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AN APOLOGY 


For not writing an Opx on the BizTa-Day of 
Miss T 5 


I, 


81 preſt the ſoft couch in the lumber of woe, 
And dreamt of what Fate had deny'd, 
Love's maſter appear'd with his arrows and bow, 
Reſolv'd the ſweet languor to chide. 


II. 


O ever with graceful decorums at war, 

Tas thine (cried the urchin) to raiſe 

Ere a ſun-beam had ſhot from Apollo's bright car) 
The ſoul-ſoothing accents of praiſe, 


III. The 
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III. 


* The nymphs of Parnaſſus their delegate ſend, 
To waken their indolent bard : 
% Prithee rouſca my good youth, to their mandates 
attend, * 


« Tteir ſmiles ſhall your labours reward.“ 


IV. 


Alas! IT miſtook what young Cupid requir'd, 

Of Emma the eulogy rung, 

Twas the traitor himſelf the fond blunder inſpir'd, 
"Twas he taught that theme to my tongue ! 


V. 


I ſang of the roſe, and I ſang of the thorn, 
That my early affections betray'd ; 

And liken'd the wound l receiy'd to her ſcorn, 
And the flow'r to the beautiful maid, 


VI. Of 
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VI. 


Of the lovely delufion that beam'd on my ſoul, 
When Emma vouchſaf'd a ſweet ſmile; 

4Of the heart-rending tortures no ſpell could controul, 
When I found it the offspring of guile. 


VI. 


Thus ſorrows dear luxury ſoften'd my mind ; 
But he the fond ſtory reprov'd ! 


| 4 T know that thy miſtreſs, he cry'd, is unkind, 


« And I know that in vain thou haſt lov'd ! 


VIII. 


I aſk thee to ſing of another, as fair 


As the maid who thy ſenſes beguil'd ; : 
% Whom the Muſes and Graces have cheriſh'd with 


—— are, 
« On whoſe birth all the virtues have ſmil'd !'? 


IX. Not 


12 


IX. 


Not blind was the urchin, as poets will feign, 

For, mirth ſat enthron'd in his eyes; | 
And, with ſomewhat of anger, cried, *©* ceaſe thy fond 

ſtrain, 3 | 

A truce with thy tears and thy ſighs. 


X. 


What, ſilent? not one energetical note 
The ſoul of attention to warm ! 


No ſound in an eſcort of rapture to float, 
And tell of each eloquent charm ! 


XI. 


I gave thee a theme might have thaw'd the cold breaſt 
Of Devotion! the Stoic inſpir'd ! 


Have rous'd the ſunk prieſt from his indolent reſt, 
And the heart of chill apathy fir'd ! 


F . 


XII. 


Break, break, thy falſe lyre, with the Muſes thou'rt 
croſt ! „5 
Hence, hence, with that face full of care! 


To true ſenſe of merit and beauty thou'rt loſt, 
And mark'd for the tooth of Deſpair.” 


XIII. 


Thus ſaid, on his ſoft downy pinions he flew, 
With a ſmile of diſdain en his face; 

The beautiful viſion ſoon ſhrunk from my view, 
And left me in tears and diſgrace. 


IRREGU- 
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IRREGULAR ODE 


FROM 


The Auron to his MisTrEss after Refuſal. 


4 


Turned ſo pale, when firſt the news T heard, 
Pale as I could, my Love, with my complexion | 
Sunk were mine eyes, and blue my griſly beard, 
And bent my beetle brows in ſad reflection. 
My carcaſe on the hard, hard, ground I threw z 
Awhile the lamb-like ſoftneſs of my ſoul 
Was loſt amidſt the angry tempeſt's howl ; 
Even you, my Fair, whom I have lov'd fo true, 
I called a little imp of evil, oY 
ore falfe, more treach*rovs, than the devil! 


F 2 L dare 


„„ 


I dare ſay, now, you thought that I ſhould die! 

Tis pity maid ſo fair ſhould be miſtaken ! 

Alas ! I fear you will but gain a ſigh, 

| A tear or two, ſome angry looks and curſes, 
And, if the Muſe be kind, ſome ſpiteful verſes : 

But death !—no, no! my pride will ſave my bacon.. 


I. 


Not but I might perchance, in ſullen mood, 

This goodly throat with hempen cord adorning, 
Dangle from ſome tall poplar in the wood, 
Dance to the breeze on a November morning; 


j b Twould be ſo lover-like, to ſeek my death 


On th? anniverſary of that ſame hour, 

When, in the pride of Beauty's future pow'r, 
My infant Miſtreſs firſt inhal'd her breath: 

EP | might, perchance, ſeek Lethe in ſome ſtream, 

Dive for that blifs which I had loſt above, 


WEE. Become of village nurſe the midnight theme, 


Or form the ballad of © Rejected Love.“ 


5 | Now, 
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Now, whether I'm faſtidious, or in fear, 
I want the heart to quit this ſcene of trouble: 
Hope gives a hint there ſtill is ſomething near, 
And like a child I wiſh to graſp the bubble. 
She whiſpers too, I may have better luck yet; 
So, if you pleaſe, I will not kick the bucket, 


III. 


I know you wiſh the village- boys to hoot, 

4 Look ! look ! there goes the poor deſponding. 

poet | 

There goes the dangler on a petticoat!“ 

All this you wiſh, you cruel jade, you know it ! 
But I ſhall baulk you, miſtreſs, on my life! 

For, though tempeſtuous ſcorn now clouds me over, 
Some future ſun may ſhine, ſome fairer wife 

May tender conſolation to your lover. 
Mean time, while ſweet Thalia is my Muſe, 

I'll make to this ſame Death a ſtout reſiſtance, 
Bruſhing at early dawn the healthful dews, 

To keep his ſcare- crow worſhip at a diſtance. 
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